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Just Us 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you enjoy. l'm sorry if it sucks.. | tried, :D 


Shit." | hiss as | trip and spill one of the open, half empty beers that sat on the tour bus floor. 
Is been a few weeks since what happened, with my ‘initiation’ and whatever you want to call the second time. 


We've started our tour now, playing shows every night, it doesn't really leave time for me to continue to be 


awkward. 
I've gotten over it now, Kirk, Lars, and James never considered it awkward in the first place.. 


| woke up the day after, and both times they acted like it wasn't that big of a deal. So | tried treating it like it 


wasn't. 


But I'm not gonna lie, sometimes | still lay up at night, thinking about it, and getting myself off to the visions of 


it inside my head. Which is kinda hard, considering the four of us are just a few feet away from eachother in 


those bunks. 
"What're you doing?" | heard Kirk groan from the couch, obviously hungover, with a headache. 


‘Sorry, | tripped" | spoke calmly, and softly. | heard as Lars came out of the bunks, and looked at me. He too 
was hungover, | could just tell by his eyes. 


"Is James hungover too?" | asked, | already knew the answer, James is always hungover. Between alcohol, 


playing shows, and groupies, James is always busy. 
"What do you think?" Lars asked, holding onto his head to relieve some of the pain 


| nodded my head, realizing how stupid of a question it was. | walked over to where Kirk laid on the couch, and 


sat down. 

"Moves your legs dude." | spoke, as | lifted them up, an placed them across my lap. 

"Why? You just did." | face palmed myself, and groaned. Kirk isn't the smartest when he's hungover.. 
"Just -- sh." | spoke, silencing Kirk. 


"Do we not have an interview to do today?" | asked, questioningly, looking at Lars, considering Kirk was already 


half asleep again. 
"Yeah, in like an hour." Lars spoke, opening the cupboards, l'm assuming he's looking for food. 


"An hour? My god, shouldn't everyone be awake?" | exclaimed, Lars just shrugged his shoulders, and motioned 
to Kirk, giving me a look that said ‘Really Jason? Really? 


"Everyone is gunna noticed you're hungover, guys." Kirk mumbled in his sleep, and shifted slightly. 


| must admit, he does look pretty adorable when he sleeps, the way he groans, and moves around, sometimes 


crinkling his nose and face up. 


“That's what these are for." Lars spoke, holding a pair of sunglasses around his fingers, twirling them, much 
like his drumsticks. 


| sighed, and nodded my head, agreeing that it's better then nothing. | heard a loud, ruff groan come from the 
bunks. 


James. 


| watched as James stumbled out, his sleepy eyes still droopy, and him stumbling around much like he was last 


night. 


"Morning fuckers." James said, looking around, and seeing Kirk fast asleep, basically in my lap. James gave me 
this look, not a look of disgust or anything, but more of a look of me crossing the line. | watched as James 


picked up a empty can, and chucked it at Kirk. 


"Wake the fuck up, we have an interview." James spoke, | chuckled softly at Kirk's loud moans and mumbles 


about how much he hates James, and being hungover. 


| stood up off the couch, and walked to the bunks. | climbed up to my bunk, considering | was on the top, and 
sat there for a second, my legs dangling over the edge. | heard and watched as James walked, well stumbled, 
into the bunks. | looked at him, and he looked back for a few moments, before continuing to look for something. 


But | didn't stop staring. 


"Whatcha lookin’ at Newkid?" James spoke, snapping me out of my trance, | blushed lightly, and looked away, 
slightly embarrassed. 


"Oh, nothi-" 


"You were watching me, weren't you?" James smirked, as he watched me slightly squirm in the bunk, | swung 


my legs over the top, and looked back down at James. 


| mean.. Yeah? Not in a weird way though.. It was more like a y'kn-" | watched as James had pure amusement 


written all over his face. 

"Never said it was weird, Newkid. Just love watching you get all awkward around me, we both know why, just 
don't really know why you're dwelling over it. Is there a reason?" James asked, raising his eyebrow an looking 
up at me. 


"No, | mean yes, but its only becau-" 


"You want it to happen again?" James asked, looking up at me. It's almost as if he could read my mind, of 


course | didn't admit to that. 


"Not necessarily..” | spoke, looking away. Who am | kidding? Obviously | want it again, but how the hell do you 
ask for that? There isn't really a simple way to do that. 


"Did you not like the second time or something?" James asked, looking back up at me, while searching for 


something. 


"No, no not that. | did like it, alot. H's just that." | had to stop to think of my words before | finished the 


sentence, but | didn't need to, James knew exactly what | wanted already. 


"You don't know how to ask for it?" | nodded my head, looking away, and hoping and praying | didn't just piss him 
off or anything. 


"Just fucking ask Newkid. If you don't want to ask Kirk and Lars, then ask me." | gulped and looked towards 


James. ls this something | really want to do again? 
Yes. 


"Uhm, okay. Can we, | mean you, or -- nevermind. Can we please do it again?" | asked, giving up and just saying 


the first thing that came to mind. | sound desperate, | can just tell. 


“Sure, Newkid" James smirked, as he climbed on top of his bunk, so his face was in front of mine, | sat there, 


trying to control my breathing. His long blonde hair rubbing against my leg, considering | was still in boxers. 


"Come ‘ere." James spoke, urging for me to get closer to him. | did, and moved my face closer to his. He 


turned my head so my ear was to his mouth. 


"Better not do it now, wanna make sure you can walk for the interview and the show." James spoke, as he 


moved my hair, and lightly kissed down my neck. 


| already feel my boxers tightening. This should be a fun interview. James hopped down from the bunk, 
grabbing his already worn black skinny jeans, and shirt, and walked off. 


| groaned, already knowing how horrible today was going to be. 


"Lars!" | yelled, we are backstage at our show, we've just finished, Lars keeps hitting my legs with his 


drumsticks. 


"You aren't four. Give me those!" | yelled, as | grabbed them and threw them across the room, Lars gasped 


and got up, running to find them, much like a dog would with a stick. 

My hair is sticking to my neck, I'm all sweating. This is what | would consider a good show, except for the fact 
that James was making fun of my erection silently throughout the whole show. He'd come over to me and play 
beside me for a few seconds, giving me his look of lust, and then walk off. 


| have no clue where James is, probably off with some groupie, or getting drunk. Who knows? 


Lars retrieved his drumsticks, and put them in the back pocket of his jeans, | gave him an innocent look, for an 


apology. 


"Come on, just follow me." Kirk spoke, tugging at my arm, trying to pull me beside him, | groaned but accepted, 
letting him and Lars take me god knows where. 


We went down the hall where | was met by a group of, well, groupies. 


Lars had already found himself a girl, in a matter of seconds, Kirk had already found a girl, he just left to get 


me. | didn't really want a groupie, | wanted James, Lars, and Kirk. 


"Hi." | girl spoke beside me, she was shorter then me, had long red hair, and wore a shirt skirt, and a white 


crop top, with boots. 
"Hey." | spoke, not really engaging myself in the conversation She is attractive, but my mind is on other things. 


"How are you?" She spoke, coming closer, as she continuously twirled her fingers through her long hair, | 
smiled at her. 


"I'm good, you?" She smirked at me, and made a motion for me to come down closer, so | did, just like James 


earlier. She brought her mouth to my ear. 


‘I'd be much better if you were on top of me." She softly spoke, with a small giggle at the end. | looked back at 
her, and stood up to my full height. This isn't what | want. | don't want a groupie tonight. 


"Uh --" before | could even think of an excuse, | heard a loud voice from the end of the hallway. 


"Newkid! C'mere!" James almost screamed, | turned around, and walked away from the girl, earning a scoff 


from her, which | quickly shook off. | approached James, and he smirked at me. 
"Yes?" | asked, raising my eyebrow. 


"Thought you said you wanted something tonight, but maybe | was wrong.." James spoke, looking away, and 
turning his body. | stopped him half way, and spun him back around. 


"No, | do.. Kirk and Lars went off with groupies though" James snickered, and brought me into the nearby dark 


corner, where no one was standing. 


"Mhm, meaning | get you all to myself" James spoke, as he kissed down my neck, in the dark corner. | moved 


my head to the side, allowing him more access to my neck. | let out a small groan, and James stopped. 
Follow me." | watched as James walked out of the darkness, and | quickly followed. James walked down the hall, 
and turned. | followed him into a room, a dressing room. The moment | walked in, James shut the door and 


pushed me up against it, looking at me. 


"Seems you've been pretty excited for this all day, haven't you?" James asked, as he closed even more space 


between us. 
"Yes, | have." | groaned, | just wanted attention right now, my cock is throbbing. 


"Alright. Kiss me." James spoke, | looked up at him, and without hesitation, kissed him. The only thing was, 


James was holding my arms against the door, meaning he had control. 


James' tongue wrapped around mine, and | let out a soundless moan, either way, the sound would've been 
muted by James' mouth. | almost instantly wrapped mine around his, retuning the favour. Our tongues were 


dancing together at this point, complete open mouth kissing. 


James pulled away, and brought me with him, bringing me to couch, where he sat me down, and stood up, 
almost observing me. He came closer, and lifted my shirt over my head, and threw it somewhere. He then sat 


in my lap, straddling either side of my legs. 


"You look better without a fucking shirt, Newkid" James said, as he moved all the hair from my neck to the 
opposite side, and starting kissing down it. | groaned, and felt as James continued going lower, eventually going 
up to my jawline, and the back down my neck, to my stomach, kissing further down to my jeans waist. James 
looked up at me, and | looked back, with almost greedy eyes. James started to fiddle with the button of my 

jeans, and finally unzipped them. He took each side of my jeans, and tore them down my legs. Once they were 


off, | kicked them somewhere in the room. 
All that's left for me are my boxers, but James is still fully clothed. 


| felt as James hooked his fingers around the waistband of my boxers, and teasingly tugged then down, slipping 
them over my knees, and then ankles. They then joined the pile of clothing, my clothing. 


My cock was aching, and was pressed against my stomach, eagerly waiting. | felt as James look it in his hands, 
and slowly stroked upwards, and then back down. | groaned, and threw my head against the back of the couch. 
He repeated the action, except stopped at the tip to swipe the precum away. | loudly groaned this time, 


squeezing my eyes shut even harder. 
"Fuck." | groaned as | felt James repeat the action | looked back down, and saw James lick his lips. 


"This is an apology for what | interrupted last time." James spoke, as his mouth gently landed around the tip of 


my cock, before | could even answer. 


| loudly gasped, and tangled my hand in James' blonde mane. | watched as he lowered his head, and raised it 
again, and did this process again, until | felt my cock hit the back of James’ throat. James gagged, and | 


moaned. James repeated the action, taking me fully in his mouth, and | continued to groan 


| felt the familiar feeling of tension building up inside of me, and | tugged harder on James’ hair, then James 


completely stopped, and removed his mouth from around my cock, with a ‘pop’ noise. | moaned and threw my 


head back. 
"Don't worry, I'm still gunna fuck you." James reassured me, in his tone. | rolled my eyes. 


James came beside me, and unbuttoned his jeans, slipping them off, along with his boxers, and his shirt. | 


watched as James sat beside me on the couch, and laid down on his back, just like before. 


"| liked the way you looked on top.. So go ahead" James spoke, | felt a blush creep onto my face, and cheeks, as 


| tried to hide it. 


"One problem; | can't just go in dry. I'll fucking die." | spoke, over exaggerating it. James chuckled as he motioned 


his head to the counter on the other side of the room. 


"That's the reason | brought you in this room. If | had the lube with me, | probably woulda fucked you in that 


corner." James smirked, and urged for me to go get it. 


"Fine, I'll go get it" | rolled my eyes, standing up and walking over to the counter, swiping the lube up, and 


walking back over to the couch. 


"You're the one who's on top, Newkid" That might be one reason | don't want to be on top anymore. But, no. | 


like it on top, nevermind. 


| opened the bottle, and poured some on my hand, slicking James’ length with it, after | had out a generous 


amount on, | closed the bottle, and threw it on the floor. 


| crawled back over to James, and straddled his waist. | lifted my hips up, and felt as he repositioned himself 


at my entrance. | officially know what to do. 


| felt the familiar feeling of James’ hands gripping onto my hips, and pulling me down, onto his length. | watched 
as James shut his eyes lightly, and groaned. | felt the same uncomfortable feeling inside my stomach as the 
other times. James' hands tightened around my hips, and he slowing helped push me upwards, and then let me 
fall again. This time | moaned, the familiar feeling of pleasure flooded through my body. 


"Shit." | moaned, as | threw my head up, and closed my eyes, taking in the moment. 


| raised myself, then fell, over and over. James had now sat up, with his arms behind his body for support, 


and was just watching me, and | continually rose and fell on him. 


| felt as his hand slowly rose to my face, and he moved the hair from my neck. His lips connected with my 


neck, and he softly left kisses down it. 


‘Sorry, | have to." | heard him mumble, and he put his one hand on my hip, and he flipped us, so he was in 


control. | groaned, and James simply chuckled. 


"Its better this way." James spoke, | don't really understand how.. But whatever. 


James thrusted forward, and into me, with full force. | let out a loud moan, as he repeated the action, again 


and again. 


| felt as he came back up my neck, and began kissing up it, inching closer to my ear, reminding me instantly of 


Kirk. 

"You look so fucking good, Jason I'm so happy you're all mine tonight, | don't want to share you anymore." 
James growled in my ear. | was taken a back slightly, he called me by my first name, that's one thing, but he 
also just exclaimed on how happy he is that I'm with him. 

| groaned again as he pounded back into me, | felt my climax coming fast. 


"l'im gonna come James.." | spoke, as | held onto whatever | could, clawing and scratchina. 
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"Go for it" He whispered in my ear, as his hand reached down to my cock, and he presumed to jack me, while 


pounding into me. 

"0-oh my god." | groaned, as my whole body arched off the bed, my toes curled, my head dug into the pillow, 
my kruckles turned white for gripping so hard. Surges of warmth flooded through me, as | let myself go, 
coming all over James’ hand and stomach. He made sure to get every last drop of it out, completely emptying 
me. 

James once again, delivered the final hit for himself, moments after. 


"Holy shit!" He yelled as he came, all over my chest, and some on my chin and face. 


We just stayed like that for a moment, covered in come, James still inside me, and it was in this moment | 


realized | wouldn't want this any other way. 


James pulled out of me, and sat up pulling me up with him, he turned me so | was facing him. He looked at me, 


and | looked back. 


"Jesus, Jason. What're you doing to me?" James asked, out of breathe, still looking at me. | looked back, 
confused and excited all at the same time. 


"| wouldn't change any of this, | wouldn't replace you, all those threats I've said, they mean nothing. | wouldn't 
have this thing that we all have going, any other way." James spoke, still looking at me. 


"The only thing | could possibly want to change, is having you all to myself" James spoke, as he pulled me in 


for another kiss. 


This was a different kind of kiss, this was.. Real. This wasn't a make out session like earlier, we weren't making 


out with our tongues, we were actually kissing. 

James pulled away, and stood up, grabbing his clothes, and walking towards the shower. 

"You coming Newkid?" James asked, smirking at me. 

"I think round two is necessary." He spoke, while walking into the showers. 

| watched as he kept the door open, and walked into the shower. 

| stood up, and finally, for possibly the first time, | feel accepted. 

Not only as a fuck buddy, but as a member of the band. 

| feel like James and | are friends, or, more then friends. Its hard to tell, but nonetheless, I'm thrilled about it. 


This is a band with benefits. Or you could also say, a guitarist and bassist with benefits. 


